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Who with twelve men lays hand upon her rein,
Yields herself to him for fear our blood be spilt,
Or theirs or ours, for tenderness of heart
Submits her to his violent masterdom,
Forbids our swords, ties up all hands with words,
And doglike follows hither at his hand
For pure surprise and suddenness of fear
That plucks the heart out of resistance; then,
Riding beneath the south wall of the town,
On show of summons to the castle sent
For help of us enforced thus of our foes,
We get but fire of guns charged full of sound
With hay stuffed in for powder; and God knows
Balfour knew naught of this, the governor,
Who was forewarned not first of their design,
How by no means to cross but further it
With forecast of his office; nay, all this
Was undevised and on the sudden wrought
To take her by swift stroke of simple hand;
And so astonied were we all, and so
The castellan, and most of all the queen.
Why, though the world be drunk with faith in lies,
Shall God make this too gospel ?    From this day
Shall she begin her ruin ; with rent heart
I see the ways wherethrough her life shall lie,
And to what end; for never henceforth more
Shall she get good or comfort of men's love,
Nor power nor honour that a queeri should have,
Nor hap nor hope renewed in all her days.
She has killed herself to take her kingdom off
Arid give into strange keeping.